3o6	MAIDEN CASTLE
horse from Old Funky—or would leap like a shooting-star,
as no girl had ever leapt before, through a rainbow-circle of
dazzlement and wild applause!
She even went so far, as they drew near the pond where she
had to open the gate, as actually to visualize a little house of
her own. But there was such a lot of mud on both sides of this
gate, and the gate itself was so hard to open, and there were
such formidable-looking cows—and Wizzie was always afraid
of cows—close to the hedgeless road on the further side, and
the pond itself, by whose edge they had to pass when they'd
got through the gate, looked so grey and gaping, so like the
face of Grummer Urgan when she came upon her once with
Old Funky, that her heart sank just as her shoes were sinking.
There! the wet mud had splashed her ankles, splashed the
bright new wheels of the perambulator, while Lovie, as fright-
ened as she was herself at the cows, began to set up a piteous
sequence of tearful protests. These protests became a shrill cry
when the girl turned to get the gate closed, and the cows, in
place of retreating, began advancing a step or two.
It is always hard for women to believe that it is pure curi-
osity in these speculative beasts that makes them advance in
this manner with such a formidable stare in their liquid eyes;
and as she took hold of the perambulator again to force its
wheels through the mud in full face of this array of horned
countenances she felt tempted to join her voice to that of her
offspring and send up a wail of hopelessness.
Things were in this condition and Wizzie was wildly gath-
ering her forces together with the intention of leaving the
perambulator and rushing at the cows as if they had been
geese, when the figure of Mr. Quirm, who, unknown to both
of them, had been slyly surveying this scene from the recess
of a gate to their right, leading to the farmhouse known as
Coker Frome, advanced leisurely into the road between them
and the row of horns.
Mr. Quirm wore no hat or coat and carried no stick. He had
evidently drifted out, dazed and confused from an afternoon's
reading or writing, to get a breath of air before tea.
"Hullo!" he murmured, addressing the child in the peram-
bulator after he'd given Wizzie a friendly smile and nod,
"Hullo! Whom have we got here? Riding in state, eh? Riding
to London to visit the queen? And what's this} Another little

